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ROBERT LYND
On Going Abroad

THE worst of going abroad is that the feeling
of being abroad does not last beyond a few days
unless one goes still further abroad to a new place.
How exciting is the first day in Dieppe, with
houses of a different shape and a different colour
from the houses to which one is accustomed and
with the names and the trades of the shopkeepers
all seeming novel and fantastical! How much
more charming still is Italy, with the shop-fronts
painted all over with words ending in " o " and
" ia " and " a " 1 Even such a word as " bot-
tiglieria " seems to speak of a wine-bar in wonder-
land, and every jeweller's and haberdasher's and
silk-merchant's gives as much pleasure to the
fancy as if it were a shop discovered under the
ocean with a merman for shopwalker and a con-
course of mermaids serving at the counters, The
look of the streets is so strange that one walks
through them with a kind of secret smile. The
policemen are different. The cabs are different.
The boys selling lottery tickets on the pavements,
the Fascisti lurching along in their black shirts,
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